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ambassador, and that had she followed her instincts she
would have laughed like a mad woman. She was made for
the stage—the stage or the throne; there is not much dif-
ference between them.
I kissed her and said, 'Dearest, I find out how sweet you
are—just when I am going to lose you!'
'Keep me, then, dear Casanova, and I will always be as
gay as I was to-day. By the way, did you see my uncle? I
am sure he recognised me. You will see, to-morrow he will
tell Querini that I am his niece, and consequently not yours.'
'Then you must admit to Querini that it is true, and that
the tie which unites us is an infinitely more tender one than
mere relationship. At the same time, you must make your
uncle feel that he has no rights of control over you, and that
if you return it must be entirely of your own free will, and
with Querini.'
It all cametabout as Marcolina had foreseen. I received a
note from Signer Querini asking me to see him.
'Signer Casanova,3 he said, CI have something to say to
you; but first of all, I want you to confide in me. Have you
known the young person who is with you long, for no one
here believes you to be her uncle? How did she come into
your hands?5
'As that is a point which concerns her alone, you must
allow me not to answer that question/
'Has she told you her real name?5
'She told me her parents were poor, but honest. I was not
curious enough to ask their name/
CI can tell it you then; she is the niece of my butler. Her
mother, who is his sister, wrote to him while I was in Lon-
don that her daughter had left the paternal roof. Her arro-
gance the other day made me think he must be mistaken,
but now I know otherwise. Tell me, is she your wife, or do
you intend to marry her?*
*I love her passionately, but I cannot marry her.*
'Then, do you object to her returning to Venice with hcf
own uncle?*

